until it is from three to ten miles wide, and
swimming across becomes an art. You have to
hold one end of the skin in your mouth and keep
blowing it up all the time. I tried it, but when
I was blowing I forgot to swim and was swept
downstream, and when I tried to swim I forgot
to blow and nearly sank. So strong and swift is
the current that you usually land several miles
downstream on the opposite shore. Men with
goatskins sit on the bank at strategical points,
waiting for travellers to come along and hire
these individual goatskin ferry-boats. During
the dry season the Indus narrows to a width of a
few hundred yards. Long pontoon-bridges are
thrown across by the British; and over the
bridge near the city of Dera Ismail Khan, "the
gateway to Waziristan", come strings of
camels, bringing supplies from the port of
Karachi, on the Arabian Sea, to the Indian army
in Waziristan.

When you first reach Waziristan, you ask why
Great Britain bothers about holding this desert
region. For years the British have been
bickering with the frontier tribes. Respite and
lulls there have been; there has never been
peace. "Back to the Indus", has been a popular